Lays thee to sleep but a Saint Lucy's night:

Think these things cheerfully, and if thou be

Drowsy or slack, remember then that she.

She, whose complexion was so even made,

That which of her ingredients should invade

The other three, no fear, no art, could guess.

So far were all reniov'd from more or less:

But as in Mithridate or just perfumes,

Where all good things being met, no one presumes

To govern or to triumph on the rest,

Only because all were, no part was best:

And as, though all do know that quantities

Are made of lines, and lines from points arise,

None can these lines or quantities unjoint,

And say this is a line or this a point;

So though the elements and humours were

In her, one could not say this governs there,

Whose even constitution might have won

Any disease to venture on the sun

Rather than her, and make a spirit fear*

That he too disuniting subject were.

To whose proportions if we would compare

Cubes, they're unstable, circles angular:

She who was such a chain as Fate employs

To briiag ^mankind all fortunes it enjoys,